
52 pages — 
ALL COMICS! 



Jfie Cowboys Chaps 




(jyHAPS ARE NOT JUST A PICTURESQUE 
PART OF THE COWBOY'S GARB, THEY ARE 
A MOST NECESSARY PART OF HIS EQUIP- 
MENT. THOSE MADE OF LEATHER PROTECT 
THE RIDER WHEN HE IS HAZING CATTLE 
OUT OF THE BRUSH. MANY PARTS OF TEXAS 

ANGORA OR -HAIR C+HAPS 

Hair CHAPS ARE USUALLY MADE OF 
ANSORA GOATSKINS WHICH HAVE LONG- 
SILKY HAIR-- EITHER BLACK OR WHITE. 
THE OLD-TIMERS U SEP TO MAKE THEM 
OF BUFFALO OR BEARSKINS . THEV ARE 
WORN BY COWBOYS IN THE NORTHERN 
STATES AS A PROTECTION IN THE WINTER. 



AND THE SOUTHWEST ARE COVEREP 
WITH SCRUB OAK.MeSQUITE, PRICKLY PEAR, 
CHAPARRAL AND OTHER GROWTHS AS TALL 
AS A MAN IN A SADDLE. THE RIDER SHOWN 
ABOVE IS WEARING A PAIR OF u g AT- WINGS." 
THEY ARE USUALLY MADE OF BULL HIDE. 





^4. S+HOTGUN OR STOVEPIPE C+HAPS 

Th-E SHOTGUN CHAPS ARE. LACED 
POWN THE SIDES AND USUALLY HAVE 
A ROW OF SILVER OR NICKEL CONCHAS 
WITH LONG LEATHER FRINGE ON THE 
SEAM5. THEY ARE MAPE OFTOUGH LEATHER 
AND WE'RE MOST POPULAR ABOUT 30 
YEARS AGO. MANY ARE STILL IN USE. 



ARMITAS OR C+HINKS 

ArMITAS WERE ORIGINALLY WORN 
BY CALIFORNIA AND NEVADA COWBOYS 
BUT IN RECENT YEARS HAVE SEEN SEEN 
IN RODEO ARENAS ALL OVER THE UNITED 
STATES. THEY ARE MADE OF PLIABLE 
LIGHT-WEIGHT LEATHER AND CUT LIKE 
A BLACKSMITH'S APRON. THEY ARE SHORT, 
AND FRINGED ALL AROUND. 




THELONE RANGER. 1 
N-v-,„,ivr i !. T'HH ill 



•ubucriplions. JS.UI 



it iuiiE date. Givi 



3feL(0Ml 




&NSSE 




'CAUSE THE SHERIFF \ 
OVER THERE tS ONE 
CENT THESE TOWER / 
KiDS wOui_Q LikE TO / 
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DON'T 
KNOW, 
KIP, I— 







F XXl'RE HURT, YOU \ 
DON'T NEED THAT 1 
GUN TO STEAL W/ \ 
HORSE.' I'LL TAKE ! 
YOU WHEREVER VOU / 
WANT TO GO I j— 





I SAID... 1 >OU ' \ COME ON, . 
WE'RE ALL CAN'T ] KIP..wE'll 
LEAViN'.' J WAKE iRlDECOueLE 
M£... A AGAIN. 1 



,+ 



(whO'S HE t } (i qunno; Just a kid I met) 

— — r ON THE TRAIL.' V 





FOLLOW \ NO! I'M 
THE ] OONO 
V HOOK! / THE 
V — ir-f OTHER 





OldWaynes #420 



— SUCCBVLY VIE HEARP GUNFIRE AND 
SAW MEM RUSHIHOr FROM A BANK 



—BULLETS FLEW EVERYWHERE... 
MOTHER WAS KILLED INSTANTL1! 
1WAS WOUNPED IN THE BACK... 





1 READY TD 
I RIPE hOME, 
V MARTHA? 


\ YES, DAD... BUT V 
HERE'S SOMEONE 1 
/ 1 WANT YOU y 
£-> TO MEET.' j^ 
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THIS IS KIP ^ GLAD TO 1l-I"NO. 
. TOWER— / KNOW X3U, ] I CAN 1 
SON.' i CD IT/ 



CAN'T DO I N0THIN7 I'VE JUST REALIZED 
WHAT, I THAT TWO WRONGS WON'T 

SON? . £ scrr A\AKE A RIGHT— 

S'LONG, AAAETH a; 





HELLO, KIP/ SO YOU 

AND DOC ARE 

COUBLE-CKOSSW 

.ME.'l'MGONNA- 




^7 NOT TOO BUSY FDR A BULLET) CHITO 
— 5AWVUH CAMPED WITH THAT MASKED J 
~n OWLHOOT/GONNATELLi 




THt HOOK AND HIS GANG 
ARE NO MATCH FOB THE 
LONE. RANSER'S SUMS 



Shucks 






VUM M16HT BE 60IN' 
COUIJTIN'.MWBETOSEE 
THAT CORV GIRL DOWN , 
BV CLEAR CREEK. 



. THAT'S MV BUSINESS.; 



IF I WANT TO MLL ON MISS CORY, ) 

TU&TIS MV RIISINPSS. i J 





CA5SIPy,THE f I'M RIPIN'TO TOWN, 
FOREMAN/, BUT FIRST I WANT 
SAIP yOU TO <NOW IF THERE'S 
WANTEP TO ANY TRUTH TO THE 
SEEME,PAP.JruMOR ABOUT VOU 
. COURTIN' .A HESTER'S 
1 PAU6HIER 
I NAMED 




AND OSS A NEAR-BY TRAIL 




MAYBE YOU'RE RIGHT. HE WA6 KILL- 
ED BY A SQUIRREL RIFLE, ANP 
NESTERG ARE THE ONLY ONES 
WHO CARRY 'EM. WE'LL BURN 
OUT EVE&Y HESTER ON OUR r 
RANGE! , — ' 



EARLY NEXT MORNING.. [ _ 

I'M HERE TO TELL YOU TO I TOMMY, YOU 
GET OFF CIRCLE POT -A CAN'T MEAN 
RANGE BY TOMORROW J THAT. WE 
OR WE'LL BUR* YOU Jl DIPN'T KILL 
YOUR FATHER. 




WE'RE READY FOR THOSE 
CIRCLE DOT SKUNKS, ANYTIME 
^HEY COME. 



PEGGY, YOU 
STAY BELOW 
WINDOW 
LEVEL WHEN 
THE SHOOTIN' 
STARTS. 





IF VOU THINK 
YOU CAN 
STOP 'EM 
YOU'RE 
LOCO, 




I'M NOT GOING WITH SURE, 
YOU TONIGHT, BOYS. / WE'LL 
DO IT WITHOUT ,-/ TAKE 
ME. , -J ( CARE OP > 




WE'LL HEAD STRAIGHT FOR THE 
CORY SHACK. WH£N THAT'S BURNT, 1 
1 THERE WON'T BE A NESTER LEFT ! J 
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LITTLE CROW 




AND THE 



RED STICKS 



With Chief Walking Tree's strong 
hand resting on his shoulder, Little Crow 
stared down at the she-bear he had just 
killed. A moment ago he had faced her 
rage with nothing but his stone axe and 
an empty bow. He had expected to be 
killed, but he had looked death in the 
eye — and struck as Walking Tree had 
told him to. And now Walking Tree was 
speaking to him, proudly, affectionate- 
ly. 

"The 'Little Crow Without a Nest,' 
whom I adopted four years ago, is now a 
man," the Chief's deep voice murmured 
"Now, at last, I can talk with him, as one 
warrior to another. Now he can sit with 
me in the council houses of the Cher- 
okees, the Wyandottes, the Creeks and 
Choc taws. He con help me to carry a 
burden that has grown too great for one 
man." 

At the Cherokee village where they 
stopped that night, Little Crow fol- 
lowed the older men into the council 
house for the first time. Besides Walk- 
ing Tree, there was Tall Buck, the wise 
ond good Cherokee chieftain, and a 
dozen of Tall Buck's most trusted war- 
riors. Their talk was of wor and peace 
The 'Red-Sticks,'" said Chief Toll 
Buck, os the smoke of the council fire 
rose through the smoke hole in the roof, 
are secretly winning more of my young 
men to their plans of war against the 
whites." 

"They are winning many to their side 
<n many tribes," Walking Tree admitted 
sadly. "Withoutyour support, Tall Buck, 
the cause of peace might be lost. But the 
Red-Stick leaders are still few. Let them 



make one bad mistake, and their power 
will be gone. We must watch for that 
mistake! We must take advantage of it. 
They wish to destroy me — so much that 
they may take long chances." 

As if his words were a prophecy, a 
long-drawn war whoop sounded outside 
Then bedlam broke loose, 
, " The Creeks!" exclaimed Tall Buck, 
Their Red-Sticks attack— while we ore 
at peace with their nation '" 

"WALKING TREE — GIVE US 
WALKING TREE, AND SAVE YOUR 
OWN SCALP, TALL BUCK!" a Creek 
warrior bellowed above the noise out- 
side. In the council house. Walking Tree 
stepped toward the entrance — but Tall 
Buck was ahead of him. The Cherokee 
chieftain unbarred the door and stepped 
out into the last rays of sunset A few 
paces away, a dozen armed ond painted 
Ked-Sticks faced him. 

"You have betrayed the peace be- 
tween our peoples!" he cried angrily 
Bu . t .VOu will not make o traitor of me 
. - .Walking Tree and his son Little 
Crow are my guests. . .You can harm 
them only over my dead body'" 




A tomahawk spun through the air 
with a deadly "swish." It struck the 
Cherokee chieftain on the temple. Tall 
Buck crumpled. But as he fell. Little 
Crow's arrow sang through the doorway 
to strike down the murderer. 

"Let me past — !" muttered Walking 
Tree. . .But for the first time in his life, 
Little Crow disobeyed his foster father. 
He barred the door, a second before the 
Creek attackers reached it. 

"Quickly, my father!" he ponted. 
"You and our Cherokee friends leave by 
the small, bock entrance I will hold this 
one till you are gone. For the sake of the 
cause of Peace, my father, you must 
live!" 

Wa Iking Tree g run ted — a note of sur- 
prised approval. 

"Your council is good, my son!" he 
said — and plunged away. 

A pole, driven by enemy hands, 
crashed through the door of small logs. 
And back through the opening Little 
Crow sent an arrow. It passed through 
two of the attackers ond pierced a third. 
For a moment the Red-Sticks drew back. 

"Fire \" one of thern yelled. "Bring fire 
and burn them out — " 

Other yells from the rear of the build- 
ing caught the ear of Little Crow. 
Quickly he loosed two more arrows 
through the broken door Then he 
darted back to the rear. Already Walk- 
ing Tree and his friends were outside, 
fighting for their lives. 

Little Crow saw the Great Chief knock 
down three Red-Sticks, as he dashed for 
the woods. An arrow caught him in the 





shoulder, and another in the leg — but 
he plunged on, fighting. Then Little 
Crow was beside him, tomahawk strik- 
ing right and left like a living flame. 

A thrown knife gashed the boy's arm, 
but he scarcely felt it. A war club hurled 
from a distance had struck Walking 
Tree. Little Crow caught the Great Chief 
as he fell. The woods were close. Into 
them he plunged with his burden. Be- 
hind a great tree he laid it down, and 
drew his bow to stand off pursuit. 

Suddenly from the deeper shadows of 
the forest rang the Shawnee war cry! 
More Red-Sticks from his own tribe? 
This, then, was the end . . . 

The big form lying at his feet stirred, 
rose to its knees. 

"Those are OUR warriors, my son," 
said the Great Chief's deep voice. "I 
gave orders for them to wait near by — 
one hundred strong— in case of treach- 
ery They will punish it — and show up 
the Red-Sticks for the wild young fools 
that they are!" 

The new tide of battle swirled away 
from Little Crow and Walking Tree, as 
they bound up each other's wounds. 
They did not talk about it, but Little 
Crow felt, all at once, what a heavy 
burden his foster father had been carry- 
ing, for all the tribes. From now on he 
would be proud to share it. 



YOUNG HAWK 




leaving their cacjoe, the 

ivIAINOAN BOYS FOLLOW THElrt 
NEW FRIEND TO THE 
CHiOKASAW ' 



In TURN.THE BOrSARE INTRODUCED TO TALL HERON 
THE CHIEF, TO DREAM WAlKER,THE MEDICINE MAN, 

SHAMAN'S" SCOWLtMJ SON. . 




Young hawk's brave deed is told from lodge to 
lodge-- ano quickly brings a crowd of 
jealous challengers. 



BUT T0UN8MA*K HAS SP££0IHItESEBVE--ANDrLA5Hf3 




E'SGOiNQ 1 
TO FALL , 
OVER? 




' TNE5MAMANISHERE! ) 

lyHE HAS SEEN IT ALL^/ -^j^ 


HE 




W-iiw^mSL- 









please, dream walker- \ 

i saw it, too anothey 

COULDN'T HAVE CAST ji 
ANY SPELL ON MY ^-^M 
FATHER t-g-*' $X& 


SILENCE, OIRLf YOU 
KNOW NOTHING OF THESE 
MATTERS > ^ 
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SUBSCRIBE NOW— MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 

Please print your name clearly in lead pencil. 



DELL PUBLISHING CO. Dept. 6 LR 

261 Fifth Avenue. New York 16. N. V. 

Send me FREE set of S PICTURES and Membership 
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recipient. 
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DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



FREE 

BEAUTIFUL, BIG 
c f o u l l o l r PICTURES 



NOW READY! 

A Brand-New Series of Thrilling Action 
Shots of THE LONE RANGER and Silver. 
Presented as a Gift to Every Reader of This 
Magazine with a Year's Subscription. Send 
for Your Set of These Wonderful Pictures 
Today! 



the Lone 
Ranger 



• The thunder of galloping hoofs, a flash of white and the cry 
of "Hi Yo, Silver, away!" The LONE RANGER rides again! 
You will be held spellbound as he battles bandits, horse thieves, 
bank robbers, and murderers in his fight for justice. And his 
new adventures will be more thrilling, more hair-raising, more 
dangerous than ever. Tonto will be on hand too, to help his 
masked friend. And every month. Young Hawk brings you 
new stories about his people. 12 Big Issues— Over GOO Pages— 
S1.60! . . . And with your subscription to the LONE RANGER, 
you will receive FREE these S wonderful new action pictures. 
Every photo is beautifully colored. Pictures are entirely differ- 
ent from any you have ever seen before. Ideal for framing and 
perfect for your scrapbook. Better subscribe to the LONE 
RANGER today! 



• Over 6H pages ol adventure. 

• LONE RANGER — SILVER 
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• Stories ol Young Hawk. 

• Only 11.00 i year. 

• S Sensational New Pietures. 



• Special Membership Card. 



Also FREE 

MEMBERSHIP! 

Join the DELL COMICS CLUB, 

and receive this grand certificate. 
It's FREE, and it is your ticket 
to the greatest comics show on 
earth. Comes in bright colors 
with pictures and signatures of 
all the DELL gang. Also exclus- 
' e membership card. Detach it 
d slip It right Into your wal- 




DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS . .^ 
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nadf die usual buffalo meal seem dry and tough. Hi 
i be lured up t'> the gun hy ;i fluttering rag set uiil nt 
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